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Abandoned  Islands 
by  Mark  Collins 

Despite  the  evening  breeze  which 
carelessly  blew  from  back  alleys, 
through  open  windows  and  doors, 
through  dangling  damp  laundry,  and 
back  down  the  alleys,  the  mercury 
refused  to  fall  below  ninety 
degrees.  There  was  a powerful 
stench  in  the  air  of  garbage  that  had 
been  left  to  swelter  too  long  in  the  hot 
August  sun.  The  stale  breeze  was  too 
weak  to  lift  up  the  odor  and  take  it 
away.  Instead,  it  swirled  the  stench 
around:  through  the  open  windows, 

up  and  down  the  alleys,  in  and  out  of 
the  nostrils  and  lungs,  and  back  to  the 
garbage  from  whence  it  originated. 
After  so  many  cycles,  the  odor  became 
less  and  less  noticeable  until  it  almost 
became  bearable. 

Another  hot  and  despairingly 
lonely  night  was  at  hand.  It  was  at  the 
hands  of  cars  that  screeched,  girls 
that  yelled,  and  boys  that  cursed  and 
fought.  It  needed  the  hands  of  an 
artist.  It  needed  to  be  shaped  and 
molded  into  something  beautiful.  The 
night  needs  to  be  loved. 

Upon  a rock  sat  Jay.  He  needed 
something  to  love.  The  rock  on 
which  he  sat  was  not  very  large,  but 
large  enough  to  separate  the  seat  of  his 
torn  Levis  from  the  glass  covered 
lot  in  which  he  sat.  To  his  left  were  his 
beers.  Many  had  been  emptied,  and 
many  more  patiently  waited  by  his 
side,  friends  until  the  end.  To  his 
right  was  a stray  cat  that  has 
wandered  out  of  the  alley  and 
cautiously  approached  him.  Jay 
stroked  the  cat;  however,  it  did  not 
purr.  Instead,  it  growled,  not 
ferociously,  but  from  its  malnutritioned 
stomach.  He  poured  some  beer  into 
my  empty  tin  can  and  offered  it  to 
his  new  friend.  The  cat  poked  his  nose 
into  the  can,  but  refused  to  drink  from 
it. 

Next  to  the  lot  was  a grocery 
store,  which  was  next  to  a pub. 
Originally,  the  block  consisted  of  three 
buildings:  the  pub,  the  store,  and 
a red  brick,  triple  decked  apartment 
building.  There  were  also  apartments 
above  the  store  and  bar.  The  entire 
block  had  long  since  been  abandoned 


because  of  a rash  of  fires  that  had 
burnt  out  all  of  the  residents.  The  store 
and  bar  had  been  salvaged,  but  their 
above  apartments  were  torn  down  so 
that  only  the  three  decker  remained 
intact.  It  was  abandoned,  though.  It 
was  only  last  summer  that  the  body  of 
a ten  year  old  boy  was  found  on  the 
third  floor  of  the  building.  He  had  been 
missing  for  only  two  hours  by  the 
time  a neighborhood  seach  party  had 
been  assembled.  He  was  eventually 
found.  He  had  been  stripped  and 
beaten.  His  skinny  and  delicate  neck 
had  been  gouged  deeply  with  barbed 
wire,  which  hung  him  from  the  wall. 
This  led  to  a neighborhood  petition  to 
tear  down  the  building  because  there 
were  too  many  children  on  the  block  and 
just  as  many  sick  minds.  Because  of 
the  success  of  the  petition,  another 
emptv  city  lot  was  born. 

So  here  sat  Jay  at  the  innermost  part 
of  the  lot,  away  from  the  avenue, 
but  facing  out  towards  it.  Behind  him 
could  be  seen  the  back  porches  of  an 
ensemble  of  three  deckers.  Garbage 
was  piled  up  beneath  the  stairs,  and 
laundry  was  hung  all  along  the 
porches.  He  looked  across  the  lot  tc 
the  street,  and  across  the  street  to 
another  lot.  No  one  sat  in  the  lot 
across  the  street,  but  there  were  plenty 
of  rocks,  tie  looked  to  the  sky,  but 
was  unable  to  see  the  sea  of  stars  he 
had  heard  so  much  about  because  the 
smog  of  the  city  had  blanketed  the 
sky.  He  felt  boxed  in  the  lot.  He 
heaved  a heavy  sigh  from  the  deposit 
region  of  his  deprived  soul  and  reached 
for  anoth.v-'*  beer.  He  nearly  fell  off 
of  his  rock  and  would  have  ended  up 
on  his  face  had  not  a passerby,  who 
had  been  approaching  him,  put  his 
hand  on  Jay’s  shoulder. 

The  man  was  in  his  early 
fifties,  in  spite  of  his 

appearance.  He  looked  as  old  as  a 
volcano.  His  face  was  aged  and 
worn,  but,  at  the  same  time,  was 
inexplicably  as  kind  as  Easter 
morning.  He  was  not  from  the 
neighborhood,  but  was  very  familiar 
with  the  area.  He  was  a lover  of  the 
night.  He  was  a common  sight  to  these 
streets,  although  no  one  knew  for  sure 
just  where  he  lived.  The  kids  of  the 
block  razzed  him  and  laughed  at  him 
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because  ot  his  hobo  appearance  and 
his  nocturnal  and  nomadic  journeys 
through  the  streets  and  back  alleys.  He 
was  by  no  means  a bum.  He  was 
humble,  a sincere  humble  man.  He 
picked  up  any  returnable  cans  be  might 
find  on  his  walks,  but  did  not  walk  in 
order  to  find  cans.  He  always  had  a 
book  or  two  with  him  as  well  as  a bundle 
of  magazines,  and  wretched  copies  of 
The  Boston  Globe  and  The  New  York 
Times.  He  usually  found  these.  He  had 
spoken  with  Jay  a few  times  on  past 
journeys  and  quite  enjoyed  it.  Jay  was 
the  only  one  who  ever  talked  with  him 
sincerely.  While  others  rediculed  the 
wanderer.  Jay  secretly  admired  him  for 
his  rich  knowledge  in  any  subject  Jay 
could  bring  up.  He  admired  Jay  as  well 
for  his  many  questions  and  his 
infatuation  with  the  night. 

"Hello  Jay,"  he  said,  trying  not  to 
startle  him  too  much. 

"Hey!"  Jay  blurted  out.  "I  know 
you."  He  paused  to  try  and  recall  if 
he  actually  did.  "John  Barrett!  Yeah, 
you’re  John  Barrett.  How  ya  doin'  John 
Barrett?" 

"Mind  if  I have  a beer?”  he 
asked.  John  was  not  a drinker,  but 
figured  every  beer  that  he  took  was  one 
less  for  Jay,  who  would  splash  if  he 
ever  fell  down . 

"Notin'd  make  me  ’appier."  he 
replied,  trying  to  perfect  his 
cockney  accent.  "Where  are  ye 
headed  at  this  bloody  time  o'night?" 

"Are  you  familiar  with  Frost, 
Jay?" 

"Not  in  August. " 

"Robert  Frost.  " 

"Oh  yeah,  of  course.  I’ve  taken 
'The  Road  Not  Taken’,  and  now  I'm 
lost.  " 

"Yes,  so  it  seems.  You  are  "One 
Acquainted  with  the  night." 
However,  you  shall  never  become  more 
than  a mere  acquaintance  with  the 
night  if  you  remain  contained  within  this 
concrete  jungle. 

"Go  to  the  beach.  Jay.  Go  to  the 
forest.  See  the  night.  Smell  the 


night. 

Listen 

to 

the  night.  But, 

most 

of  all. 

feel 

the 

night  within 

you  r 

soul . 

There 

it 

is  beautiful.  It  is 

free. 

There 

are 

no  streetlights 

to 

illuminate  it.  There  are  no  buildings  or 
smog  to  obstruct  the  view  of  it. 
There  is  no  traffic  to  drown  out  the 


sound  of  it.  You  will  hear  crickets 
and  waves  instead  of  curses  and  horns. 
You  will  smell  the  fresh  dew  of  the 
grass  and  trees  or  the  brine  of  the 
ocean  instead  of  corroding  garbage.  You 
will  see  the  stars  and  the  moon  instead 
of  haze  and  antennas.  The  night  in 
which  you  live  now  is  not  worthy  of 
being  loved,  nor  even  being 

acquainted  with  you.  Come  on,  let's 
take  a walk.  " 

"I  don't  know  if  I can." 

"Of  course  you  can,  if  you  have  the 
will  to  just  get  up  and  off  of  that 

ktt 

. 

John  offered  his  hand  to  help  him 
up,  but  Jay  refused.  With  a deep 
breath  of  determination.  Jay  placed 
both  hands  upon  the  glass  covered 
ground  and  uplifted  himself,  without  the 
grace  of  Nureyev,  but  nonetheless,  to 
his  feet.  They  walked  away  from  the 
jungle  and,  at  first.  Jay  did  not  think 
he  would  make  it  out.  But,  when  they 
passed  the  last  city  light  and  the 
streetlights  dimmed  to  a pale  bluish 
white.  Jay  felt  his  eyes  fill  with  tears. 
He  felt  something  within  crying, 
purging  away  the  pressures  of  the 
bright  city  lights  and  the  polluted  air 
which  had  obstructed  his  view  of  the 
night.  The  skyline  of  the  city 
became  smaller  and  smaller  with  every 
stride,  and  the  noise  faded  to  a steady 
hum,  which  eventually  disappeared 
altogether.  Jay  saw  a star,  then  a 
second.  The  houses  became  farther 
apart  and  very  seldom  did  a car  pass 
by  them.  A cricket  chirped.  Jay 
breathed  in  a crisp,  moist  air 
with  such  heartiness  that  he  began  to 
feel  the  sweet  dew  absorb  the  alcohol 
from  his  blood.  He  was  in  love. 
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28  oct  86 

(of  course,  a tuesday) 

Do  girls  with  faces  have  bodies  or 
Just  smiles:  true  excuses  to  lie? 
Why  are  these  parties  such  a bore 
And  the  urge  to  sleep  suffer  I? 

Unworld,  relinquish  nagging,  please: 
A clock  can't  be  unwound  (just  try). 
But  care  I not:  love's  a disease 
Wherefore  a cure  can't  be  unfound. 


- Thomas  DeFreitas 


March  Summer 


Soaking  wet  with  sunshine, 
and  unable  to  move  quickly 
For  it's  dripping  weight, 
sat  in  the  square, 

Filled  in  a gap, 
couldn't  get  up  'til 
the  band  had  played  and 
the  old  man  had  danced. 

- Anna  Macgregor 


For  GEN (2M) 

Irom  an  amorphous  beginning 
can  come  something  very  definite- 
maybe  even  too  real. 

It's  easier  (but  harder)  in  the 

early  stages  of  interest 

when  blushing  and  staring  still  affect 

the  mind,  which  nonetheless  grows  staid- 
content  with  stalemate  affections: 

I can  feel  it  will  stop  soon. 

But  letting  go  is  always  easier 
than  latching  on,  and  stopping  is 
than  starting. 


- Christina  Lillios 
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untitled 


iridescent  bubbles  float  silently  over 
like  tiny  diamonds  dancing  in  the  light 
embraced  by  gentle  moonbeams  flowing 
from  the  golden  sphere  of  the  night 

an  arabesque  by  cautious  hands 
cradles  gently  a star  held  on  high, 
a prismed  raindrop  in  suspension 
in  the  nocturnal  tapestry  of  the  sky 

- Danelle  Sullivan 


Heart  and  Lung 

Too  many 
kisses  cause 
cancer,  but 

how  can  just 
one 

possibly  hurt? 


- Thomas  DeFreitas 
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Reality  Not 


Moments  soon  vanish 

as  dreams  live  forever. 

Though  the  moment's  truth 

far  exceeds  that  of  the  dream. 


Reality  can  often  hurt, 
destroy  all  hope. 

Yet  living  dreams 

instill  inspiration. 

As  dreams  always  present, 
reality  not. 

It's  all  self-deception, 
believing  untruths. 

Happiness  is  achieved 

at  the  precise  point  - 

At  the  covalence 

of  the  imperfect  reality 
and  the  ultimate  fantasy. 


Just  The  Two. . . 

Just  the  two  danced, 
old  man. 
baby  girl. 

And  all  we  could  do  was  watch. 

Notes  oozing  with  jive-ass  Feeling 
Flowed  at  us; 
as  the  wave  crashed  on 
our  boulder  bodies, 

And  all  we  could  do  was  watch. 

- Anna  Macgregor 


All  of  which  could  never  be 
without  the  risk 
of  dreaming 

the  imagination's  truth. 

- Lauren  George 


Sailing 

Long  forgotten  feelings. 
Souveniers  of  raging  winds, 
descending  down  on  my  wings. 
Sweeping  me  upwards,  homewards. 
Wind  and  water  transform  into, 
delight . 

Nothing  can  surpass  such 
powerful  pleasure. 

A tug  of  the  sheet, 

A swing  of  the  boom  and  we're 
off! 

Can't  hold  back  now, 
just  you  the  wind  and  the 
world  


- Mara  Brower 
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Standards 
Sarah  Kaye 

Seventh  period  on  a Friday, 
Math.  The  teacher’s  voice  sounded 
scratchy  against  my  ears  as  I leaned  my 
head  on  the  cool  tabletop.  My  eyes 
felt  as  if  grains  of  sand  had  been 
inserted  beneath  the  eyelids.  Maybe  I 
shouldn’t  have  stayed  up  so  late 
writing  that  English 

paper ...  wooo,  gotta  stop  this 
partying  life.  I turned  my  neck, 
opened  my  eyes  just  enough  to  see  out 
the  window.  A few  late  winter 

snowflakes  swirled  drearily  above  the 
parking  lot.  Cosmic  dandruff,  I 

thought,  dandruff  of  all  powerfull 

Zitzo,  god  of  adolescence.  On  the  low 
building  across  the  lot,  a crow  sat  on  top 
of  some  sort  of  antenna,  in  proud 
sillhouette  against  the  empty  sky. 
Two  more  crows  huddled  at  the  foot 
of  the  antenna.  Passively  I 
admired  the  bleak  scene.  Somebody 
poked  me;  the  period  was  over.  The 
two  crows  grew  tired  on  the  nagging 
wind  and  flew  off  to  the  left,  leaving 
the  lone  crow  in  sole  possession  of 
the  rooftop.  I looked  up,  back  in  the 
classroom.  Tom  stood  in  front  of  me. 

"We  re  all  going  to  Tiny's  for  pizza 
tonight,"  he  said.  "You  coming?" 

"Urn”... to  go  home,  get  to  sleep 
early,  hopefully  not  quarrel  with  my 
parents ...  but  it  was  a Friday  night. 

"Yeah,  sure." 

I looked  out  the  window  again;  the 
lone  crow  had  forsaken  its  perch  and 
was  winging  after  the  other  two.  The 
snow  was  coming  down  more  heavily. 


Summer  Storm 


in  summer, 

when  the  rich  and  heady  scent 
of  life  is  true, 
and  ripe,  succulent  skies 
are  brimming  with  youth, 
the  asphyxiating  delight 
of  existence  ensues; 
the  rejuvenating  rainstorm 
captivates  all  illusions, 
and  life's  purpose  seems 
elemental  and  pure. 


but  soon  the  storm  is  over, 
and  the  purifying  rains 
congeal  into  muddy  puddles 
in  the  dirty  gutter  of  confusion. 

- Christina  Lillios 


Untitled 

Aim  to  be  a painter  - 

nearly  a Yorkshire  changeling  in  1913 

poor  spherical  swain,  orphaned 

holds  on  to  his  youth 

at  eighteen 

bottling  purpleblue  clouds 
unaware 


In  love 

'neath  the  Hindu  makeup,  sparkling 

at  first  glance  red  red  vaudeville  wood  nymphs 

his  side  companioned  inconstant 

from  uncle  to  lover 

heat  above  traffic 

from  one  thespian  star  room  to  the  next 
Myopic 


until  the  rent-a-heavyweight -men 
matured  a lustful  mind 
his  now  bloody 

(white  veins  rupture 
sky's  black  velvet) 

In  England 

scintillate  among  the  idiots,  the  tempest  rain. 
Funny  Man,  for  you  are  theatre 
like  a thunderstorm 
over  Tuscon 

ill-starred 


Nancy  Dingley 
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Mutations 


In  the  bright  backyards  of  our  youth, 

"world"  meant  where  we  were. 

In  the  bright  backyards  of  our  youth, 

Dirty  clothes  had  a different  smell. 

Home,  then,  was  work,  rest  and  play. 

NoW,  a baby  cries  in  the  night, 

and  you  can't  remember  to  sympathize  with  it, 

and  all  that  matters  is  the  sleep 

you're  losing. 


- Anna  Macgregor 


A Dog's  Life 

In  a warm  bath  of  sun 
Lays  an  outstretched  dog. 

Ever  so  gently  her  chest  rises  and  falls, 

And  slowly  her  muscles  contract: 

Paws  rhythmically  walking  on  air. 

The  shiny  black  nose  twitches. 

What  are  you  dreaming? 

You,  who  have  no  care  in  the  world. 

What  are  you  thinking 
With  your  eyelids  half  closed? 

Have  you  no  worries  at  all? 

Neither  the  corruption  of  the  government 
Nor  the  difference  between  ant ider ivit ives  and  integrals 
Ever  could  trouble  your  mind. 

Neither  the  liquidated  ozone  layer 
Nor  a bankrupt  social  security  system 
Would  you  feel. 

Why,  not  even  the  Chernobyl  accident, 

The  beaching  of  twenty-six  whales: 

Insane  from  the  polluted  sea, 

Or  a class  rank  of  ... 

Or  third  world  starvation... 

But  the  sun  is  leaving  now 
And  it's  getting  kind  of  cold. 

The  warm  coziness  has  worn  off. 

Maybe  it's  time  to  move  into  the  kitchen, 

Next  to  the  radiators. 

- Dorian  Woods 
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"V"  is  for  ... 


Friend  or  enemy,  you  await  me 
each  morning  on  my  dresser,  the  first 
to  greet  me  each  new  day: 
bringer  of  fame  and  suffering, 
pain  and  success. 

Little  synthesized  resource, 
little  dram  of  Death,  full  of 
false  pep  and 
deceptive  energy, 

so  smug  in  your  tight  plastic  jacket! 

Would  that  you  were  clothed  in  solid  steel,  then  would  you  be 
saf ety-sealed- for -my -protect  ion . 

You  are  found  among  the 
Upper  echelons. 

0 help  me  redeem 

yesterday 

today 

and  pay  for  it 
tomorrow 

with  my  health  as  collateral. 

Pretty  yellow  is  your  complexion 

same  as  all  your  friends  who  have  known  you 

for  a few  weeks . 

You  sport  your  own  initial  proudly  fore  and  aft 
no  ancient  symbol  of 

Dagon,  Amon-Ra,  or  Ben-ne-Ton  for  you, 

lest  we  mistake  you  for 

anyone  else,  harmful  or  Trivial. 

Victoryvanquishvalorvenomvil lainvirtuevigorvolat i le? 
which  is  your  true  name? 

You  cannot  cry  for  me 
(for  you  have  no  eyes) 
thus  you  will  not  see  a 
walking  corpse 

score  five  in  his  A. P.'s,  nor 
hahvahd  accept  an  automated  cadaver. 

You  will  merely  wait, 
wait 

for  another  thankful  victim, 
another  dresser, 

a different  similar  student,  who 
needs  to  make  up  his  life  in  a year. 

As  long  as  there  is  Latin  School, 
as  long  as  there  is  Hahvahd. 
you  are. 


- Matthew  Ritchie 
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Notebook 

The  moon  is  full  adulthood 
It's  April  the  hot  weather's 

almost  here  hear  the  moon 

the  full  moon  also  has  that 
has  a same  familiar  steamy 
steamy  dreamy 
dreary 
circumscript 


It's  April  the  hot 
weather's  almost  here 

A desultory  breeze-and-a-half 

I am  a lunatic  touches  fills 

me  with  despair  desperate  otherwise 

I am  empty  my  exposed  my 

innermost  inane 

thoughts  of  my  detestable 

I am  a self  desperate 

lunatic 


- Thomas  DeFreitas 
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Where's  The  Joy  Now,  Ludwig? 

by  Michael  Russo 

It  was  around  eight  o'clock.  We 
talked  for  about  ten  minutes;  ten 
minutes  too  long,  I guess.  The 
bottom  line  was  that  I was  too  blind  to 
realize  that  she  didn't  give  a damn 
about  me.  There  was  no  reason  for  me 
to  stay  warm  and  dry  in  my  own 
private  corner  of  psychological 
purgatory.  Somehow,  my  room  had 
become  a torture  chamber  of 
memories.  I wanted  to  destroy  the 
past;  I had  to  get  out. 

Autumn  had  reached  its  middle 
age.  It  was  a raw  and  damp  November 
eve;  weather  tailored  to  my  own 
stormy  mood.  I jacketed  myself  and 
snatched  my  Walkman  and  a cassette  of 
Beethoven  s Ninth.  Some  folly  told  me 
that  it  might  cheer  me  up. 

I said  Bye,  bye! " to  Mom  and 
Dad  as  I made  my  exit.  They  both 
gave  me  a strange  look,  a kind  of 
stare,  as  if  to  say,  "Where  the  hell  are 
you  going  on  a night  like  this?"  They 
said  nothing. 

It  was  misty  as  I stepped  out  onto 
the  front  porch.  At  that  moment,  I 
remembered  a quote  by  James  Elroy 
Flecker:  "Is  it  the  mist,  or  the 

dead  leaves?/Or  the  dead  men-- 
November  eves?"  November  does  seem 
to  be  the  quintessencial  time  for 
death.  Flecker  knew  that... so  did  I. 

It  wasn't  the  time  for  music  yet, 
so  I just  walked  toward  the  sea.  I 
thought  the  beach  would  be  perfect  on 
a night  like  this,  adding  to  my  own 
sense  of  personal  decay,  it  being  so 
filthy.  On  the  way,  I thought  of  Tom, 
a friend  and  fellow  poet  who  once  dubbed 
me  The  Bard  of  Orient  Heights."  I 


accepted  the  appellation  gracefully 
and  only  later  was  I to  realize  that  he 
was  being  facetious. 

Tom's  poems  are  often  moody, 
sometimes  rather  abstract,  yet 
always  innovative.  I had  memorized 
most  of  Tom's  published  works  and 
now  these  poems  were  welling  up  in  my 
mind.  One  poem,  called  Inside"  (which 
Tom  seems  to  have  disowned  for  being 
too  Frostian  or  something)  seemed 
especially  poignant.  I love  poetry 
because  it  transcends  our  all-too-real 
reality.  To  hell  with  being  prosaic! 

The  beach  was  deserted;  save  the 
murmur  of  the  tide  on  the  bay,  the  hiss 
of  the  sand,  and  trash  blowing  about. 
In  the  distance,  the  airport,  and 
beyond,  the  city,  glowed 

luminescent.  I wondered  whether  it 
was  the  glow  of  hope  or  the  glow  of 
conflagration.  Somewhere  in  the  void- 
like darkness  a gull  screeched 
Nature's  own  lament. 

"At  a time  like  this,"  I mused,  "I'd 
bet  that  Chris  would  be  listening  to 
Judas  Priest  or  Rush  or  some-such." 
Chris  is  my  best  friend.  He’s  no 
fool  and  yet  he  hasn't  come  to  the 
realization  (and  probably  never  will) 
that  music  was  High  Art  long  before  it 
became  fun.  Discarding  this  thought,  I 
sat  and  turned  on  the  Ninth.  Oh,  but 
the  pictures  that  I would  see! 

The  first  notes  sound,  almost 
inaudible,  and  again  growing  as  if 
organic;  By  the  third  repetition,  these 
notes  explode  in  D-minor.  It  is  a fury 
akin  to  that  of  a bursting  dam;  the 
grinding,  pulsating  bass  theme,  the 
thundering  tympani,  the  balmy 
woodwinds,  and  in  the  crunching 
brass.  In  my  mind,  I see  wind  and 
rain  and  the  flash  of  lightning.  I 
become  part  of  the  music;  I become 
oblivious  to  all  other  things,  and 
ride  along  with  it.  In  the  end,  it  all 
rises  and  detonates  in  the  final 
eight  hammer-stroke  chords. 

And  then  in  the  Scherzo,  I'm  off  and 
running  on  swift  and  mysterious  feet. 
My  goal  is  always  in  sight  but  can  t be 
reached.  The  music  is  fast  and  pulls  me 
all  along,  teasing  me  as  it  goes,  knowing 
that  it  can't  be  caught.  Aloof  and 
unreachable,  taunting  me  to  the  last,  it 
races  away  with  the  music  before  my 
eyes.  I am  left  in  a painful  obscurity. 
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There  is  rest  in  the  lyrical,  slow 
movement,  elegant,  indolent,  and 
pastoral,  a voluptuous  peace.  All 
pain  and  suffering  are  forgotten. 
This  must  be  Heaven:  the  woodwinds 
like  a gentle  breeze  or  a bubbling 
brook,  the  strings  like  endless 
undulating  fields  of  the  most  golden 
grain,  the  brass  like  the  splendor  of  the 
summer  sun,  or,  indeed,  the  face  of 
God . 

Alas  my  peace  dies  away... again  the 
orchestra  explodes  into  a whirlwind 
of  harsh  and  abrasive  tones  rising  and 
falling  like  a cold  and  cruel  tide.  Thus 
the  Finale  begins. 

First  there  is  the  trial  of  the 
themes,  then,  arising  in  the  lower 
strings,  a new  theme:  a hymn,  an 

ode.  Then  the  baritone  tells  the  world 
to  be  joyful.  "Joy  and  I embrace  ye 
all  ye  millions!",  the  chorus  of  Heaven 
sings.  It  is  so  great,  so  sublime,  so 
inspiring,  and  yet,  I felt  nothing. 
Exaltation  grows  and  resounds  and  still 
I felt  nothing.  The  trumpets 

signal  victory  and  I felt  nothing. 
Inside  I mourned  for  myself,  for  our 
sick,  cruel,  disillusioned  world.  I 
mourned  for  what  might  have  been  but 
can  never  be,  for  what  never  was,  as 
the  glorious  music  trills  in  a glowing 
tempest  of  bliss  and  joy  to  its 
omnipotent  whirling  close.  I felt 
nothing . 

The  billows  of  mist  had  parted 
now,  exposing  the  big  autumn  night 
sky.  I walked  home  in  silence,  and  as  I 
walked,  I wondered  "Where's  the  joy 
now,  Ludwig?  Wherefore  rejoice? 
You,  who  created  works  worthy  of  a 
god,  the  Fates  said  that  you'd  triumph. 

I , however  won't.  " 

Then  I tried  to  close  my  mind  to  the 
past,  my  mistakes,  and,  most  of  all,  to 
her. 

That  November  eve  seems  like  a 
long  time  ago,  almost  four  months.  The 
mist  and  leaves  of  November  have  given 
way  to  the  snows  of  February.  Now, 
everyone’s  backyard  looks  like  an 
Ansel  Adams'  photograph.  For  some, 
winter  is  a time  of  purity,  for  others  it 
is  a time  of  death. 

People  ask  me  if  I'm  bitter.  I am. 
If  I weren’t  bitter.  I'd  either  be  a fool 
or  completely  devoid  of  feelings.  I 
suppose  by  now  that  I’m  a virtuoso  at 


being  bitter.  (Who  wouldn  t be  after 
you've  buried  your  grandmother  on 
Christmas  Eve;  when  you've  lied  to 
yourself  by  ignoring  the  inevitable, 
when  the  errors  of  the  past  lie  sore 
and  bleeding  like  an  open  wound.)  Yes, 

I am  bitter. 

From  the  first  time  I saw  her,  I knew 
that  she  was  someone  special.  No  matter 
how  hard  one  tries,  one  can’t  see 
inside  a person.  I thought  I had.  I 
was  wrong.  The  image  of  the 
oleander  comes  to  mind:  poison 

hidden  behind  the  shiny  green  leaves 
and  colorful  blossoms. 

We  talked  again  after  that  misty 
night  and,  for  a time,  we  were 
happy.  It  didn't  last;  I knew  it 
wouldn't;  nothing  does.  This 

experience  has  made  me  sadder  but 
wiser.  Part  of  me,  however,  is 
missing.  I'll  never  be  the  same 
again.  "There's  no  use  trying  to  be 
happy,"  I tell  myself,  "so  you  might  as 
well  be  satisfied  with  being  austere." 

Now  I hate  her,  because  she 
didn't  give  a damn  about  me,  because 
she  made  me  question  my  own 
feelings.  But,  most  of  all,  I hate  her 
because  she  made  me  hate  her.  She 
drove  me  to  an  emotion  that  I thought  I 
was  incapable  of;  that  I cannot  forgive. 
Then,  I hate  myself  for  hating  her. 

To  console  myself,  I have  some 
foolish  teenage  catch-phrases  like: 
"Experience  is  what  you  get  when  you 
don’t  get  what  you  want." 

There’s  poetry  (so  sad,  so 
fresh,  the  days  that  are  no  more). 
Then  of  course,  there’s  music.  The 
program  doesn't  matter;  whether  it  be 
full  of  Tragedy  or  Heroic 

Grandeur,  like  a drug,  it  helps  me  to 
forget.  I think  I finally  understand 
the  cryptic  message  in  Brahms’ 
Fourth.  At  least  I'm  happy  for  that. 

Inside,  I wish  things  were 

different,  but  they're  not.  I wish  I 
could  forget,  but  I can't.  I can  never 
forgive  her,  I just  don't  care  anymore. 
I'm  beyond  caring.  I agree  with 

Edwin  Arlington  Robinson:  "There 

are  mistakes  too  monstrous  for  remorse." 


a cruel  happy 

i saw  your  face  in  the  back  of  a dream, 
a quick  glimpse  of  eternity's  fall, 
the  thoughts  of  confusion  flowed  like  a stream, 
like  bouncing  visions.  like  a bouncing  ball, 
i sat  in  the  dark 
where  the  cold  flame  was  sparked, 
and  down  i fell;  and  down  i fell 

i saw  your  face  in  the  back  of  a dream, 
but  i turned  toward  the  rain  and  mourned, 
nothing  felt  as  it  had  once  seemed, 
and  my  soul  became  ripped  and  torn, 
i sat  by  a tree 

where  my  thoughts  began  to  flee, 
and  down  i fell;  and  down  i fell 


- john  blacke 
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And  now  a word  from  our  sponsor 


Free  Verse 

On  bench  I sit 
In  park  in  dark. 

Streetlamps  are  lit 
Left  right  left  night. 

Words  are  conversed 
(They  fly  me  by) 

From  crowd  dispersed. 

I note.  They  quote: 

"blah  blah 

blah  blah 


Due 


Ewe 


No 


Wut 


Eye 


Meen? " 

Mark  Collins 


We  are  killing 

our  grandfathers 

in  the  laboratory, 

trying  to  cure  the  diseases 

The  diseases 


And  I can't  stand  redundancy. 

I can't  stand  redundancy. 

More  than  that,  I get  confused  when 
the  mixed  up 
get  no  sense 
and  words  make. 

Don't  like 

when  you  never  find  out  what 
a person's  gonna  say 
because  they. 

And  it 

rearly  bothers  me  when 
peeple  spell  the 
eeziest  words 
rong. 

But  most  of  all, 

I 

hate 

hypocrites . 

- Lauren  George 
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The  Big  Time 

The  silver  fox  and  mink-wearing  gossips  in  the  accepted  society 
delicately  slurp  their  tea-pinky  fingers  up. 

The  young  actress  giggles  as  the  champagne  bubbles  tickle  her 
nostrils . 

The  promising  athlete  secretly  spikes  his  OJ  with  vodka  before 
the  big  interview. 

The  political  successes  sip  their  martinis  while  maintaining  smug 
faces  of  sobriety  for  the  public. 

The  high-stake  rollers  throw  their  dice  and  down  their  stiff  scotch 
in  the  flashy  casinos. 

The  struggling  artist  toasts  his  first  complete  "masterpiece"  with 
chocolate  milk  and  sighs. 


- Angela  Branca 


C - R - M - D - L 

Every  minute  there  is  a war, 

one  not  of  violence,  but  of  expression 

Omnipresent,  it  rages  on  the  ladder; 

we  cluster  and  cling  in  our  place 

on  the  hand-worn  rungs. 

This  tempest  of  conflict  encircles, 
in  its  eye  those  who  are  confused, 
as  the  two  turbines  clash  and  ensnare 
the  indecisive  waifs  that  stay  and 
are  preyed  upon. 

- Scott  Hudson 
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Coda 
Ian  Gold 

The  grand  piano  in  my 
grandmother’s  living  room  was  a 
hallowed  object.  I was  not  allowed  to 
touch  it,  or  even  look  at  it  in  the 

wrong  way,  and  God  knows  I was  never 
allowed  to  play  it.  But,  lucky  for 
me,  my  grandmother  was  a very  heavy 
sleeper  and  prone  to  taking  long 
afternoon  naps.  And  so,  one  afternoon, 
after  she  had  retired  to  her  room,  I 

hastily  removed  the  voluminous  white 
cloth  covering  the  piano,  lifted  the 
cover  and  prepared  myself  to  play. 

The  polished  ivory  keys  seemed 
very  large  at  the  time,  dwarfing  my 

grubby  hands.  I stroked  the  keys 
and  the  rest  of  the  finely-tuned 
instrument  lovingly,  unknowingly 
ridding  my  hands  of  some  dirt  in  the 
process.  This  took  a while  (my 
hands  were  very  dirty),  until, 
feeling  time  was  short,  I reared 
myself  to  my  full  four  feet  and  five 

inches  and  readied  my  fingers  for  my 
upcoming  masterwork. 

Softly,  slowly  at  first,  but 
gradually  the  tempo  increased; 
discordant,  unharmonizing  notes 

blended  together,  creating,  to  my 
ears,  a beautiful  melody.  An  almost 
palpable  force  seemed  to  guide  my 


hands  as  they  danced  over  the  ivory 
keys  (especially  the  black  ones,  I liked 
them  the  best).  I could  imagine 
myself  in  a powdered  wig  and  with  a 
meaningful  expression  on  my  face. 

But  as  the  climax  of  my  symphony 
was  approaching  and  I was 
contemplating  a suitable  grand 
finale,  a low  growl  (or  wail,  to  this 
day  I haven't  been  able  to  discern 
which)  emanated  from  the  bedroom, 
the  likes  of  which  I had  never  heard 
before. 

I was  trembling  in  my  Nikes  when 
she  stormed  into  the  room,  flinging  on 
an  ugly  purple  robe.  The  poor 
woman’s  eyeballs  were  doing  their  best 
to  free  themselves  from  their  sockets 
and  the  veins  in  her  neck  stood  out  an 
impossible  inch  when  her  gaze  fell 
heavily  upon  me,  nearly  knocking  me 
to  the  ground.  Then,  looking  through 
me,  she  stared  at  the  piano,  upon 
which  smeared  dirt,  invisible  before, 
presented  itself  plainly  all  over 
the  instrument.  This  time  the  cry  was 
most  certainly  an  animal-type  wail. 
Looking  back  to  me,  she  began  to 
tremble. 

”1  told  you  not  to..."  she 
gasped.  She  gurgled.  Then  she 
keeled  over  and  died. 

"I  guess  this  means  no  more 
visits,  huh?"  I whispered,  to  no  one 
in  particular. 
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Footsteps 


I was  walking... in  circles,  alone  and  at  piece,  peaces  were 
missing . 

I sensed  a presence.  I heard  nothing  but  my  own  footsteps.  I walked 

on . 

Feeling?  --  or  following?  I had  nothing  to  fear  nor  flee. 

It  was  my  own  shadow  I was  following,  for  there  was  light  follow- 
ing me.  I turned,  I was  seeking  Light. 


An  ancient  man  shined  his  light  upon  my  face.  It  failed  to  blind 
me.  His  face  spoke  thus:  "Seek  not  mine  light,  for  it  dims." 

I gazed  at  his  old  and  cratered  face.  It  has  been  tread  upon  in 
old  age.  It  was  scarred.  It  was  broken. 

I wept,  having  seen  such  a tragedy. 

I trudged  on,  empty  headed- -empty  souled. 


- Mark  Collins 


Freedom  is  on  the  March 

"Freedom  is  on  the  march." 

"Peace  is  war." 

Heaven  is  buying  souls. 

Hell  is  saving  them. 

With  vigor,  love  is  hated. 

With  vigor,  hate  is  loved. 

Rewards  are  received  with  pain, 
Praise  is  begotten  with  tears. 

Teachers  are  being  locked  up. 
Criminals  are  being  set  free. 

And  ignorance  has  become  strength. 

- Dorian  Woods 
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An  Easter  Jubilation 


0 Death,  where  is  thy  sting  so  cold, 
where  now  thy  victory, 0 Grave? 

The  LORD  has  broken  Death's  strong  hold  ; 
Mankind  no  longer  is  his  slave! 


Where  now  thy  sting?  Where  now  thy  sting? 


The  sting  of  Death  is  Sin,  is  gone, 
the  Grave's  own  strength  exists  no  more. 
His  healing  wings  rise  with  the  Dawn-- 
the  Sun  of  Righteousness  shall  soar! 


Where  now  thy  sting?  Where  now  thy  sting? 


Seek  not  Him  living  with  the  dead, 
risen  evermore  to  live. 

Mankind  no  longer  Death  must  dread  : 
eternal  life  is  His  to  give. 


Where  now  they  sting?  where  now  thy  sting? 


The  Angel's  trumpet  soon  shall  sound, 
and  time  shall  ever  be  no  more. 

Choose  life  while  it  may  yet  be  found  ; 
Christ  opens  wide  the  Heavenly  Door. 


Where  now  thy  sting,  where  now  thy  sting? 
Where  now  thy  victory, 0 Grave? 

-Mathew  A.  Ritchie 


The  American  Family 

Another  ten  dollar  bill  on  the  table  for  my  dinner. 

What  does  the  American  Family  do  when  the  fast  food  is  not  digested 
properly, 

And  one  feels  a little  sick? 

Do  I dare  call  out  the  word  "Mother"? 

Do  I dare  ask  for  a spoon  of  Maalox? 

Or  is  it  better  to  wait  until  the  heartburn  turns  numb? 


Dorian  Woods 
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A Song  In  Three  Photos 

n 


Urged  on 

by  the  simultaneous,  proletariat  claps 
the  maddened  deaf  man 
smiles , 

ignorant  of  the  mother's  grief 
and  of  the  dead  child. 

n 

Sleep,  Steven, 

for  you  did  all  you  could 

and  are  now  immortal  in  song: 

the  children  know  of  you, 

though  your  death  is  a vague  horror 

inciting  the  fervor 

of  the  pseudo-activist  masses. 

Will  they  know  you  in  2010? 

n 

Keen  out  the  songs,  Soweto, 
though  the  laughing  megaphone 
drowns  you 

in  the  sea  of  murderous  oppression, 
and  though  we  fund  your  lynching 
know  this: 

we  can  see  you  dying 

through  the  hand  over  the  lens. 

- Christina  Lillios 


Automatic  Drip  Warhol 
(1928-1987) 

Your  fifteen  minutes 
are  up 

so  we  open 

ten -and -a -ha If -ounce 
cans  of  chicken  noodle 
grief 

no  other  taste 
attracts  so  much 
attention 

Crisp  and  clean 

and  99  and  44/100ths 

percent 

hypocritical 


Also  Available  at  a Planet  Near  You 

On  our  annual  coffee  day 
patent  # 3,179,634 
swims  past  the  beaurocracy, 
golden  helmeted  today 

just  me  and  the  devotchka 
having  packed  our  surplus 
of  teabiscuits,  Japanese  ink, 
aquarelle  for  the  artists, 
imported  from  Switzer 
French  cheese 

and  toting  Kubrick's  edition 

of  The  Complete  Book  of 
American  Politics 

to  discuss  Tuesdays 

Ah,  past  the  satellite  sun  in  a 
journey's  egg 

on  an  identical  yellow  ship 
the  therapists, 

Christian  Science  Monitor  Opinion, 
stare 

at  us  nibbling  bits  of  MIT  chrome-chrome 
and  eggiwegs 

disembarked,  I gaze  at  a 
simulated  heavenly  body 
warmly  against  the  galactic  core 

Suddenly,  big  bolshy  chunks 

of  comet  glittering 

tail  crap 

skims  the 

Milky  Way 

"Looks  like  precipitation,  Zhenna . " 
and  so  our  picnic  ended. 

- Nancy  Dingley 


- Thomas  DeFreitas 
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Year  16 


The  Sorrowful  Winds 

0 whispering  winds. 

0 sounds  of  torment. 

What  lament  does 

Thy  spectral  arms  carry? 

Why  doth  thou  bring  me 
Songs  of  sorrow? 

Perpetual  dolefulness 
As  if  no  tomorrow. 

What  psalms  of  death 
From  thy  voices  tallow? 

The  last  gasp  of  breath 
In  thy  bodies  shallow. 

So  mournful  is  thy  sound 

That  whispers  through  the  trees, 

The  sorrow  I have  found 

In  thy  cold  and  heartless  breeze. 

- Liz  Szto 


Enswathe  me 

in  bleary  drams 
of  consciousness: 

phantasm . 

Invade  me 

with  euphonic  visions 
of  lusterous  fancy: 

golden . 

Teach  me 

the  doltish  progression 
of  (me)  the  mature  outcast: 
complete . 

- Christina  Lillios 
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Five  minutes  in  Lafayette  Park 

Some  stars 

that  have  fallen  from  the  flag 
sit  on  blankets, 
smoking  and  telling  us 

the  situation,  man,  with  all  this 
nuclear  stuff,  man,  isn't  right. 

Meanwhile, 

the  former  NASA  physicist 
sits  apart  from  them 
on  a makeshift  bed  of  wood 
and  rainbow  rags . 

His  grimy  raw  fingers 
play  with  his  grimy  yellow  toes; 

His  restless  blue  eyes 
shift  from  the  schoolchildren,  to 
The  White  House, 
to  his  Big  Toe. 

A Woolworth's  hat 
sticks  to  his  matted  hair  as 
he  explains  to  the  schoolchildren 
and  to  his  Big  Toe 
why  he's  on  a hunger  strike  for  nuclear  disarmament. 
His  clean  words 
shiver  in  the  whiteness 
of  the  clouds; 
they  try  to  find  warmth 
in  the  children's  flesh, 
but  most  of  them  float  fly  float  away 
in  the  starsmoke. 


Fuller  Street  Enigma 

Awaiting  his  lesson  - 
bedeviling  aura,  frozen 
again  that 

morning  outside  the 
farm,  dark  ravishing 
beauty  chuckling 
warmly  on  the 

ice,  all  graces 
and  fervor  gutted  me 
heartless  and 
late  for  school. 

- Nancy  Dingley 


Parking  Lot 


He  takes  another  look 
look 

at  the  cold  white  marble 

across  the  street; 

see  the  flag  soar  in  the  seasky 

and  how  she  tries  to  rawrub 

his  filthy  face 

with  her  satin  washcloth. 

- Christine  LaRosa 

Sacrifice 

And  on  my  day  off 

i'll  make  a crayon  rubbing 

of  a name 

off  of  the  black  monument. 

i'll  tack  it  on  my  bulletin  board, 

and  it'll  be  my  memorial. 

And  when  I can't  sleep  at  night 
When  I can't  sleep  at  night 
I can't  sleep  at  night, 

I will  pray  to  it 
for  our  salvation. 


The  chill  mist  rising  off 

The  icy  pavement  soothes  the 

Blandness  that  lingers  by  reinforcing  it. 

The  sirens  lilting  over  the  horizon 

Are  a subtle  but  distant  reminder 

To  the  real  world. 

The  perfectly  painted 
Line  segments  await  the 
Dawn's  zombies  performing 
Their  not -so-perf ect  rituals. 

Debris  of  convenience  store's  caffeine 
Spots  the  square  of  emptiness, 

Outlined  with  young  leafless  saplings. 

The  loam,  carved  green  benches, 

Soggy  leaves,  spray-painted  ash  cans 
Are  the  landscape  to  be  viewed 
By  the  unappreciative  visitors  of  metal- 
Cold  dull  metal,  streamlined,  some  dented, 
Silent  to  their  neighbors  and 
Unconcerned  if  they  ever  start  up 
Again . 


Christine  LaRosa 
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- Angela  Branca 


Orange  Line  Reality 

I can  see  the  rats  on  the  tracks 

while  the  rest  of  the 
teeming,  undulating 
crowd  waits  alone 

within  the  station's  sweating  walls. 

And  I watch  the  children 

blithely  fondling  their 
hypodermic  Trojan  horses 
while  my  senses  constrict 
for  fear  of  inhaling  the 
swarthy,  death-ridden  air. 

Then  I disturb  myself 

with  the  fleeting  thought 
of  being  an  atom- 
a measured  dose  of  humanity 
injected  into  the  jugular 
of  a commuter's  society. 

- Christina  Lillios 
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Toothpaste 
by  John  Radosta 

The  year  wore  on,  and  so  did 
Craig's  wishful  thinking:  wishing  to 
break  seven  minutes  in  the  500, 
wishing  for  higher  grades  ("Try 
studying"  suggested  his  father),  and  for 
other,  more  socially-oriented  things. 

For  four  meets,  his  time  varied 
between  7:08  and  7:01,  his  grades  a 
steady  just-above-average.  He  was  in 
a rut,  and  going  nowhere  fast.  And 
Craig  Waites  was  bored  as  hell. 

There  were,  however,  a few 
things  that  kept  Craig  from  slipping  into 
a coma. 

At  lunch  one  day,  his  friend  Bill 
noticed  Allison  hadn't  been  around  the 
table  lately. 

"Where's  your  woman?"  he  asked. 

"My  who?"  said  Craig, 

"Your  woman."  Bill  repeated. 

"I  think  he  means  Allison." 
suggested  Andy,  his  other  lunchmate. 

"Take  off.  You  know  there's 
nothing  betwen  us." 

"Yeah,"  said  Bill.  "But  you  wish 

it." 

"True.  But  that's  a different 
story . " 

"Ask  her  out,"  said  Andy. 

"If  you  don't,"  said  Bill,"  you  might 
become  a desperate,  love-crazed 
lunatic.  In  which  case  I'd  have  no 
other  choice  but  to  shoot  you." 

"I  thank  you  heartily  for  your 
concern.  But  when  am  I supposed  to 
have  the  time?" 

"Look"  said  Andy.  "We  have  a 
meet  today,  right?  Tomorrow  and 
Friday  are  just  practices.  Ask  her 
today . " 

"I  dunno.  . . " tf 

"If  you  don  t,"  said  Bill,  I'll  have 
to  write  one  of  my  famous  defamatory 
stories,  leave  your  real  name  in  it  this 
time,  and  put  it  in  the  Lampoon . " 

"You  wouldn’t  do  that." 

"Of  course  I would . " 

Craig  knew  it  wasn't  true,  but  he 
entertained  the  thought  anyway. 

"I'll  think  about  it.”  he  said. 

By  the  next  morning,  he’d 
thought  about  it  and  abandoned  it.  He 
was  broke,  and  had  precious  little 
time.  What  was  the  use?  he  reasoned. 

And  for  the  next  six  periods,  no 


one,  not  even  Craig  himself 

suspected  that  it  would  happen  that 
day.  Even  into  his  seventh  period 
study  the  sophomore  didn't  have  a 
clue. 

He  sat  in  the  front  of  the  room,  next 
to  Allison.  The  teacher  wasn't  strict,  so 
they  just  talked.  She  had  her 
German  book  open.  He  was  holding  a 
finger  in  his  place  in  a Stephen  King 
novel . 

”1  have  so  much  work  to  do,"  she 

said . 

"I'm  free,"  he  sneered. 

"What  about  Chemistry?" 

"It's  due  Monday,  right?  I'll  do  it 
Sunday  night.  Maybe  Monday  morning. 
Who  knows?" 

Well,  I’d  like  to  do  it  before  the 
weekend . " 


"Then  do  it," 


tf  1 

1 can 

t.  I've  got  to  do 

my 

German . " 

"Aw, 

gee.  Too  bad  1 

take 

Span ish . 

Otherwise  I'd  do 

you  r 

German  for 

ft 

you . 

"Would 

you?" 

"Sure, 

but  golly  gee  shucks. 

1 do 

take  Spanish.  Sorry." 

Mil  \ 

Here. 

said  Allison,  slidin 

g the 

text  over. 

"Just  translate  it.  Vocab  s 

in  the  back 

tf 

"Oh, 

sure.  If  it's 

just 

translation.  I can  do  that." 

"Prove  it."  she  grinned. 

"Are  you  serious?" 

ttfN  t! 

Sure  am. 

"Fine.  Give  me  that."  He  took  the 
book,  and  pulled  out  his  own 
notebook . 

"Right  there."  she  said, 
pointing  to  the  top  of  the  page. 

"No  problem."  he  said. 

(Real  casual,  now.  Don’t  blow  it.) 

"Right  there  at  the  top  of  the 
page?" 

(Something  like,  "The  boy  said 

"Will  you  go  out  with  me?'") 

"Yup,”  she  answered. 

(She  can’t  be  so  slow  that  she 
wouldn't  realize  what  you  meant.) 

"OK." 

(But  what  about  money?) 

(Shut  up. ) 

"Go  ahead"  she  said.  "Write  it." 

(Should  I?  Of  course.  You  can 
borrow  money . ) 

"Ich  bin  ein..."  said  the  book. 


we  go. 


He  wrote. 


( No  prob . ) 
"OK,  here 
"The  boy ..." 
(Go  ahead . ) 
. . . said . . . 


("That’s  so  sweet!"  his  sister 
would  say,  if  he  told  her,  which  he 
wouldn’t. ) 

This  was  it.  The  big  moment.  The 
last  line  of  a dopey  movie.  Nothing 
was  holding  him  back.  He  wrote  the 
last  word . 

"Hello." 


(WHAT?) 

"Loser,"  she  said.  "I  knew  I 
shouldn't  have  asked  you  to  do  it." 

(What  happened,  idiot?) 


"So  why'd  you  do  it?"  he  said. 

(Why  did  you?) 

"To  prove  it . " 

(You  blew  it. ) 

"You'  re  so  sweet . " 

(It  was  money.  It  must've  been 
money.  Why  don't  I have  more 
money? ) 

"That's  what  they  tell  me."  She  took 
the  book  back.  He  closed  his  notebook 
and  went  back  to  Stephen  King. 

(Once  in  a lifetime,  something  so 
perfect  comes  along,  and  you  blew  it.) 

And  like  always,  things  went  on 
normally,  without  a flicker  of 
distu  rbance . 

(Loser. ) 


English 

Oh,  writing  takes  such  skill  and  knowledge, 


For  rules  are  thick  as  leaves  in  foliage 
And  not  to  mention 
Every  exception!. 

This  language  bears  no  sense  or  notion 
For  humble  learners  in  commotion. 

Your  pupil  knows  not 
How  to  state  her  thought! 

Oh,  teacher  be  more  soft  and  caring 
And  tend  to  how  your  student's  faring. 

So  please  do  your  job. 

You  big  lazy  slob. 


self  portrait 

green  slabs  yellow  color  red  or 
luscious  blue  poster  orange 
paints 

sweep 

crispcracklingconst ruction 

paper 

in  a sea  of  abstract  fluffyf lowers 
and  mommy . 

- Christine  LaRosa 


Dorian  Woods 
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The  Last  Day 

The  mighty  sun  pounds  on  us  with  its  torrid  rays 
Even  through  my  Super-Dark  Lenses  things  look  bright 
One  hundred  blinding  reflections  against  the  parked  cars 
hit  my  eyes 

A boy  with  florid  shorts  walked  by,  holding  a sleek  black  radio 
"...you  brought  the  clouds  to  my  head..." 

The  dreaded  Finals  are  over  and  gone  They're  history 
O.K.  Time  to  think  about  my  summer  job 
Should  I save  my  money  and  deposit  it  in  the  bank 
Nah. . . 

What  will  I buy  What  will  I- 

"WU!!!  WHAT  IS  THE  VAPOR  PRESSURE  EQUAL  TO???" 

The  snow  outside  continues  to  fall  steadily, 
a foot  or  more  expected. 

The  radiator  clangs  and  makes  sneering  noises. 

- Clement  Wu 
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A Curious  Thought 


Saturday,  we  spent  the  afternoon 
being  analytical 
an  amalgam  of  id  and  ego  as 
corduroy  legs  neatly  crossed  the 
on  his  swivel  chair 
Simon  and  Garfunkel 
were  singing  in  my  head 
in  stereo 


Whisper,  still  a slumber  party 
pander  my  thoughts  foul  thro 
night  air  and  opaque  bedroom  curtains 
to  show  the  doctor  where  the  emotions  have 
scarred  me 

mirages  of  great  oak  instruments 
music  among  young  flushed  faces 
red  lips  smear  children  spatter  like 
frightened  little  "Violin  Spiders" 
these  gingerbread  boys  with  half  eaten  sides 

Upon  my  awakening,  she  prescribed  more 
champagne  and  cigarettes 

i'll  pay  for  my  sins 
with  a parched  throat 
you  'll  see 

sigh,  for  there  is  no  cure  for 
the  Mrs.  Robinson's  Disease 


Nancy  Dingley 


The  Christmas  Cockroach 
(A  Sonnet) 


There  was  a cockroach  on  the  night  of  Christ. 

He  waddled  from  the  flourbowl  in  bliss. 

While  outside  strong  winds  raged  and  all  was  iced, 
This  cockroach  in  my  kitchen  they  did  miss. 

0,  holy  night!  0,  sacred  night  of  God! 

The  theme  of  goodness  and  giving  is  yours! 

A father  should  not  give  his  child  the  rod, 

Nor  anyone  close  on  beggars  their  doors. 

Forgive  my  weakness!  Hatred  in  my  breast! 

I knew  it  mustn't  be  borne  this  happy  night. 

But  the  repulsive  cockroach  lay  in  fest 

And  didn't  from  the  Christmas-f lour  take  flight. 

0,  wretched  creature  that  I could  not  bear! 

Somehow  I smashed  the  little  cockroach  there. 


Dorian  Woods 


The  T rees 

by  David  R.  Akeson 

The  biting  sun  beat  down  heavily  as 
Jimmy  Norris  pumped  the  rusty  pedals 
on  his  creaky  blue  Schwinn,  inching 
down  the  densely  wooded  dirt  road  called 
River  Street.  This  was  the  final 
newspaper  dropoff  in  his  Sunday 
delivery  and,  envisioning  a slushy 
lemonade  to  beat  the  August  heat,  he 
wiped  away  his  sweat,  wishing  he 
had  a car.  The  bike  groaned  as  he 
made  the  turn  onto  the  long  dirt 
driveway  of  the  only  house  on  the 
street,  and  Jimmy  relaxed,  gaining 
speed  on  the  steep  downward  incline. 
The  scrawny  young  light-haired 
boy  reached  over  his  bony  shoulder 
and  fumbled  for  the  one  remaining 
thick  Sunday  edition,  then  popped  a 
piece  of  sticky  gum  in  his  mouth.  His 
bike  bounced  up  onto  a smooth  driveway 
prompting  him  to  glance  up  and  reach 
for  the  hand  brake.  Jimmy  jerked  to 
attention  and  gasped  with  suprise,  for  a 
man  was  calmly  standing  there,  directly 
in  the  path  of  his  speeding  wreck!  The 
boy  instinctively  clutched  the  brakes 
with  his  tiny  hands  and  stopped  on 
a dime,  but  was  sent  soaring  over 
the  handlebars.  Groping  wildly  for 
something  solid  to  save  himself  with, 
his  face  met  the  pavement  with  a crack, 
and  he  lay  stunned  as  his  bike  clattered 
to  a stop  beside  him,  the  front  tire 
sorrowfully  deflating  itself  with  a hiss. 

Jimmy  groaned  and  stumbled  to  a 
standing  position;  his  hands,  knees  and 
left  cheek  were  scarred  with  deep 
scrapes  and  filled  with  rocks  and  dirt. 
He  screeched  with  disgust  and  lashed 
out  at  the  prone  bike  with  his  foot, 
punching  air  with  clenched  fists. 
Turning  around,  he  saw  a portly  old 
bald  man  proudly  standing  there  on 
the  gritty  pavement  in  a white  tuxedo, 
sporting  a grandfather  grin  on  his  fat 
face. 

"Why  can't  you  get  out  of  my 
way,  old  man?  I could've  been 
killed!  What  are  you  trying  to  do,  huh? 
Now  look  at  this  mess!  I've  got  a flat 
tire  and  I just  ripped  my  face  off  on 
your  driveway!"  Jim  flung  the 
bloodstained  paper  at  the  old  man's 
feet.  "Here,  I hope  you  enjoy  it.  I’ll 
go  put  on  a body  cast." 


The  bulging,  pale  senior  citizen 
stood  in  his  place,  calmly  looking  Jim 
all  over  with  that  silly  grin  still  on 
his  face.  The  only  sound  that  Jim  could 
hear  was  the  spinning  of  his  bike  tire, 
which  was  softly  squeaking.  He 
uncomfortably  shifted  his  weight  from 
foot  to  foot  as  the  silent  man  picked  up 
the  paper.  He  slowly  brought  it  up  to 
his  face,  and,  opening  his  mouth 
wide,  bit  through  the  corners  of  all 
one  hundred  fifty  pages.  He  then 
chewed  at  his  meal  with  great 
pride,  grinding  down  and  softening 

the  paper,  and  thoroughly  enjoying  the 
taste.  Jim  fell  down  on  his  bike, 
shocked,  and  numbly  watched  with  an 

open-hanging  mouth. 

The  old  man  took  another 

generous  mouthful  of  newsprint. 

"Sir?  Does  that  taste  good?  I 

mean,  are  you  serious  or  is  this  some 
kind  of  weird  joke?" 

Minutes  of  silence  dragged  on  as  the 
chewing  continued,  followed  by  a gulping 
swallow. 

"Can  you  hear  me,  sir?"  Jimmy 
tried  again  to  make  contact.  The  old 
cow  nodded  a deep  silence  nod. 

"So,  you  speak  English,  right?" 

Another  nod.  Jimmy  exploded, 

"Then  what’s  the  matter  with 
you?  I'm  getting  really  ticked  off! 
You  nearly  get  me  killed,  but  don't  even 
say  a word  to  me  or  show  any  emotion! 
What,  do  I have  ring-around-the- 
collar  or  something?  Please,  my  tire's 


flat.  Could  1 at  least 

have 

a ti  re 

patch?" 

"Come,"  said  the 

man 

in  an 

ancient  and  rusted 

voice. 

He 

motioned  for  Jimmy  to  follow  him,  and 
then  waddled  around  on  the  dazzling 
green  lawn  to  the  backyard  of  the  brick 
house. 

In  back  was  a substantial  crowd  of 
old  men  in  suits,  who  were  milling 
around,  chatting  with  one  another  and 
exchanging  money  for  brightly  colored 

tickets  at  various  tables.  One  such 

table  was  labled,  "Left  Arm";  the  others 
"Right  Arm",  "Right  Leg",  and 

"Left  Leg".  White-robed  men  at  each 

table  were  barking  like  hawkers,  "Step 
right  up,  step  right  up,  and  place 
your  bet  that  the  torso  flies  with  the 
left  arm!"  and  so  on  for  each  body 
limb.  The  old  man  disappeared  into  the 
30 


crowd  and  made  his  way  to  a pedestal 
at  the  far  end  of  the  yard,  leaving  Jimmy 
gaping  at  the  strange  sight  and 
wondering  what  the  whole  thing  was 
about. 

Suddenly,  large  hands  firmly 
grabbed  Jimmy  from  behind,  and  four 
musclebound  men  with  crew-cut  hair 
covered  his  mouth  to  muffle  his 
screams,  holding  him  still.  He  tried 
to  struggle,  but  was  sedated  by  a swift 
knee  to  the  groin.  Jimmy  winced  in 
agony  as  the  old  man  announced  into 
the  microphone, 

"Gentlemen,  place  your  final 
bets;  the  amputation  is  about  to 
begin ! " 

The  four  men  gathered  Jimmy's 
quivering  body  together  and  proudly 
strode  with  it  down  a long  boardwalk 
through  the  woods,  with  the  anxious 
crowd  following.  After  a short  walk, 
the  trees  opened  up  into  a clearing,  in 
the  center  of  which  the  boy  was  gently 
placed  down.  The  crowd  filed  in, 
forming  a large  circle  around  the  whole 
area.  Jimmy  saw  around  himself  four 
birch  tree  trunks,  each  about  thirty 
feet  tall  and  just  under  a foot  in  diameter 
at  the  base.  All  of  the  branches  were 
shaved  off,  and  the  very  tall, 
flexible  poles  formed  a square,  with  each 
one  at  a corner,  and  roughly  fifty  feet 
between  each  adjacent  pair.  Jimmy  had 
been  placed  in  the  center  of  the  square, 
and  was  laid  out  spread-eagle. 

The  four  guards  returned  to  the 
house  for  a moment,  and  came  back 
with  four  large  steel  stakes,  rope,  and 
four  axes.  They  then  tied  a rope  to 
the  top  of  each  tree,  and  pulled  them 
down  to  the  ground  and  in  towards 
the  center  of  the  square.  The 
trees  were  firmly  staked  down 
around  Jimmy,  making  something  which 
looked  like  an  X'  from  above.  The  boy 
began  to  scream  and  cry,  but  he  was 
held  down  in  the  dirt;  the  crowd 
cheered  cruelly  as  the  four  men  tightly 
tied  his  hands  and  feet  to  the  trees, 
fastening  him  firmly  with  the  thick  rope. 
Silence  came  over  the  spectators,  and 
the  four  men  came  forward  with  a large 
axe  each,  positioning  themselves  by 
seperate  stakes.  The  old  man  in  the 
tuxedo  began  to  count, 

"Ten. . .nine. . .eight.  . . seven  ..." 

Jimmy's  mind  exploded  inside  his 


brain,  horror  and  pure  terror  seized  him 
and  lashed  across  his  bleeding  form. 
He  was  going  to  die... the  old  man 
continued  to  chant: 

" . . . six  . . .five.  . . four.  . . " Jimmy 

started  to  scream.  He  didn't  stop. 

".  . .three.  . .two.  . .one.  . . NOW!  " 

Each  man  simultaneously  raised  his 
axe  and  chopped  down  through  the  rope 
connecting  each  stake  to  a treetop,  in 
one  smooth  motion.  The  trees,  newly 
freed  from  their  restraint,  sprang 
to  a vertical  position,  taking  Jimmy's 
limbs  with  them.  The  boy  shreiked  in 
his  last  moments,  his  torso  and 
head  remaining  intact  with  his  left  leg. 
All  those  who  held  green  betting 
tickets  cheered  and  rejoiced,  but 
others  tore  up  their  losing  wagers  in 
disgust  and  disappointment.  The  crowd 
filed  back  to  the  yard  to  collect 
their  winnings  and  have  refreshments. 

And  the  trees  waved  in  the 

breeze. 
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Je  Vois. . . 

Je  vois  dans  le  ciel  des  nuages  gris  et  menacants 

Je  vois  l'horizon  de  verre  et  d'acier 

Je  vois  a la  brune  des  silhouettes  d'erables  depouilles 
de  collines  de  fils  telephoniques 

Je  vois  tomber  la  nuit  qui  ainene  la  serenite 

Je  vois  des  moineaux  qui  pepient  et  sautillent  dans 
un  cypres  seul  et  encapuchonne  de  neige 

Je  vois  gisant  sur  le  sol  un  ecureuil  abattu  par 
de  mignons  garnements 

Je  le  vois  attendre  le  Soulagement 

Je  vois  tout  pres  trois  Corneilles  noires  comme  le  goudron 
Je  les  vois  attendre  aussi 


Je  vois  des  ginkgos  qui  poussent  dans  le  ciment  lezarde 


The  two;  the  one. 


The  Anger  flashes  before  his  eyes 

like  a blade  in  flight 

slicing  open  the  light, 

and  bright  vivid  cessation  he  spies. 


Mortal  anguish,  groaning  from  down 
where  his  heart  may  lay. 

What  can  he  say? 
now  that  both  of  his  faces  bear  a hideous  frown. 


One  like  himself,  yet  not  now, 
lies  still  as  dirt  whence  he  came, 
whither  returning  to  the  same. 
Sweat  pours  from  a paternal  brow. 


He  cannot  know  his  final  win 
by  firsthand  sight. 

The  horrible  fright! 

of  unseeing  eyes,  and  soiled  grin. 


Ten  minutes  too  late  he  touch  the  hand 
of  the  one  on  whom  his  name  were  set. 

Can  a case  of  beer  help  to  forget? 

Can  a taste  of  himself  help  to  understand? 


What  peace  can  there  ever  be  for  him, 
half  alone,  twice  with  himself, 
seeing  bronze  reminders  on  the  shelf, 
still  reminders  of  still  youth  kin. 


Piled  up  years  on  the  grisly  deed  - 
(he  cut  off  himself  to  spite  his  face). 
The  wealth  of  nations  can  never  erase 
the  copious  warnings  he  didn't  heed. 


- Matthew  A.  Ritchie 
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The  Poem  Field 


I know  I should  never  pluck  the  flower, 
and  keep  it  as  my  own. 


This  beautiful  flower  in  the  open  field, 
with  colors  most  handsome, 
and  scent  that 
Attracts  even  me. 

It  sways  in  the  gentle  breeze, 
and  laughs 

At  all  its  worshippers 


But  it  must  have  something  to  give. . . 
Watching  the  flower  day 
after  day, 

Watching  it  grow  and  flourish, 
Studying  its  petals  and  perfect  stem; 
Its  scent  reaches  me, 

Whether  voluntarily 
Or  not 

i'll  never  know . 

But  i'll  never  pick  this  flower; 

I love  it  too  much. 

For  to  take  it  as  my  own  possession 
Would  be 
To  Kill  It. 


Tina  S.  Tsiakalis 


Midnight 
by  T ristan  Dorff 

I took  the  last  bite  of  salad  on  my 
plate,  feeling  as  if  I were  so  full  of 
food  I might  burst.  Still  sitting,  I 
pushed  my  chair  out  from  the  table  and 
stood  up. 

I said  "Excuse  me,"  awakening 
everyone  at  the  table. 

After  about  five  seconds,  my 
father  replied,  "Uh . . . Er . . . What  did  you 
say?  Where  are  you  going?  - to  get 
dessert?" 

"No.  I’m  stuffed.  I'll  be  back  at 

around  ten . " 

"I  know  you,"  interjected  my 
mother.  "When  you  say  you'll  be  in  at 
ten,  you  mean  ten-thirty.  Anyway, 
you'd  better  have  your  butt  in  here  by 
ten-thirty . " 

"Okay.  See  ya’!"  I walked* 
through  the  dining  room  door,  to  the 
patio  doors.  I opened  the  big  glass 
doors,  walked  out,  and  closed  them 
behind  me,  taking  in  the  panoramic 
view  in  front  of  me. 

I stood  in  one  corner  of  the  small 
patio,  with  the  barbecue  pit,  card 
table,  and  beach  chairs  in  front  of 
me.  Lined  with  flower  boxes,  the 
patio  was  surrounded  by  a vast 
backyard  covered  with  freshly- 

mown,  sweet-smelling  grass,  like  moist 
green  velvet.  "Ahhh..."  And  right  in 
the  middle  of  it  was  a trampoline,  to 
which  I walked. 

I climbed  on  it,  and  dropped  into 
a sitting  position. 

"Ahhh ...  Phew.  . . this  is  the  ultimate 
butterfly  chair.  . . " 

I sat  there  and  ended  up 

waiting,  I imagine,  ten  minutes  for  my 
friend  David.  "You'd  better  get  here 
soon,  David.  Fast.  Or  else  I'll  be 
bored  stiff." 

In  a moment  I heard  the  sound  of 
feet,  trudging  through  the  grass 
behind  me.  I didn't  turn  around 
because  I knew  who  it  was.  Then  he 
started  to  make  stupid  growling 

noises  as  if  he  were  some  corny 
werewolf  out  of  an  old  horror  movie. 

"Cut  it  out,"  I said.  Then 

suddenly  a hand  grabbed  me  on  the 
shoulder.  In  spite  of  my  prepara-tion 
for  a joke  like  this  one,  I was  startled. 

I gasped  and  quickly  looked  in  back  of 


me . 


"Hah,  ha 

h!  1 

startled  you ! " 

"Hardee 

hardee  har 

har! 

Oh 

no 

didn’t!" 

"Oh  yes. 

yes 

1 did." 

"Oh  no 

, no 

you 

didn’t. 

1 

was 

:ing  you 

feel 

good 

by  maki 

ing 

you 

eve  you  h 

lad  sea  red  me . " 

"That’s 

the 

oldest 

excuse 

in 

the 

book.  I’m  like  the  shadow:  I know  all 
and  I see  all . " 

"You're  full  of  it.  Anyway,  I 
waited  for  you  long  enough." 

"Yeah,  I’m  sure  you  did."  He 
offered  no  explanation.  Hey,  you 
know  your  backyard  would  make  a 
great  setting  for  a horror  movie. 

"It  would.  Someone  could  jump  out 
of  those  bushes  with  a knife  and  slash 
that  stupid  smile  of  yours  from  ear  to 
ear."  I considered  for  a moment. 
"Did  you  see  F right  Night?  That  was 
scary. " 

"Yes,  I did.  I loved  when  the  kid 
looked  through  the  window  and..." 
He  proceeded  to  recall  the  plot  of  the 
entire  movie.  After  a few  minutes,  I 
interrupted  him. 

"I  saw  it.  You  don’t  need  to 
recount  the  whole  movie  to  me." 

"Touchy,  touchy." 

"No,  I’m  not  touchy.  I just  don’t 
need  the  whole  damned  movie's  plot 
retold  to  me!  Did  you  see  Aliens? 
That  was  scary  too." 

"No,  I never  got  to  seeing  that. 
Did  you  see  Halloween?  I was  scared 
stiff  watching  that." 

"Yeah,  I saw  that.  Jamie  Lee 
Curtis  and  Donald  Pleaseance  were 
both  really  good  in  that." 

"You  say  you  like  horror  stories  so 
much,  I got  a real  one  to  tell  you . 
Wanna  hear  it? 

"Okay,  sure." 

"Well,  my  sister  and  I were  home 


alone. 

ou  r 

parents 

were  out 

to  a 

movie. 

We 

were  pla 

ying 

cards 

in  the 

kitchen 

and  it 

was 

raining 

outside 

. 1 

had  thirteen 

, and  1 

asked 

my  sister. 

who  was 

the 

dealer. 

for  a 

hit.  ’ 

Just 

then,  th 

e lights  went  out. 

Lau  ra 

screamed 

once 

and 

then 

recovered 

herself . 

1 

was 

sitting 

faci  ng 

the 

patio 

doo 

rs . Suddenly, 

there 

was 

a bolt 

of 

thunder 

, and 

then 

a 

flash 

of 

lightnin 

9-  I 
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couldn’t  believe  what  I saw. 

Silhouetted  against  the  curtain 

covering  the  patio  doors  was  the  shadow 
of  a man  holding  a knife  which  pointed 
towards  the  sky.  I yelled  Look'  and 
pointed  toward  the  doors  but  when 
Laura  looked  the  lightning  was  gone 
and  she  couldn't  see  anything.  But  I 
said  'Keep  looking  at  the  patio 

doors,  and  you  ’ll  see  it.'  I got  up  from 
the  table  and  went  to  the  cupboard, 
facing  the  patio  doors  all  the  time. 

I found  the  right  cabinet,  and  felt 

around  for  the  oil  lamp.  I found  the  oil 
lamp,  and  began  to  walk  with  it  to 
the  table.  Then  there  was  another 
flash  of  lightning,  and  it  startled 
me  so  much  that  I dropped  the  lamp. 

I heard  a tiny  crashed  but  I could 
only  look  at  the  patio  doors  and  see  the 
same  silhouette.  And  then  the  light 
was  gone.  Laura  gasped  and  I bent 
down  to  pick  up  the  lamp  but  the  glass 
was  shattered  and  I could  smell 
kerosene  running  out  of  it.  I went  back 
to  the  cabinet,  opened  it,  took  out  two 
candles,  and  brought  them  to  the 
table.  I found  the  candle  holders 
and  crammed  the  candles  into  them. 

I found  the  matchbox,  struck  a 
match,  and  lit  the  candles.  Then  I went 
and  turned  on  the  patio  lights.  The 
man's  silhouette  was  still  there,  but  this 
time  it  looked  as  if  he  were  groping 
against  the  glass.  I went  to  the  phone 
and  called  the  police  and  then  I had 
my  parents  paged  at  the  theatre  they 
were  at.  To  make  a long  story  short, 
the  police  came  and  took  him  away.  I 
didn  t watch,  but  I could  hear  him 
cussing  at  Laura  and  me  outside." 

I stood  up  and  started  jumping  on 
the  trampoline.  "Now  I know  you're 
full  of  it.  That's  a good  story,  but 
you  don't  really  expect  me  to  believe  it's 
true,  do  you?  I wonder  if  Laura 
would  tell  me  the  same  thing." 

"All  right,  you  think  I'm  lying,  do 
you?  Let  s go  ask  her.  When  d you 
have  to  be  in?" 

"Eleven,"  I replied. 

"It’s  only  nine.  We've  plenty  of 
time. 

We  walked  across  the  street  to  his 
house.  The  street  light  wasn't 
working,  and  he  kept  trying  to  scare  me 
with  his  stupid  jokes.  When  we  stood 
on  his  porch,  he  took  out  his  keys  and 


used  one  of  them  to  open  the  door. 

We  walked  inside  and  sat  down  in  the 
kitchen.  Then  he  called  at  the  top  of 
his  lungs:  "LAURA!" 

Laura  came  running  down  the 
stairs  into  the  kitchen. 

"Tell  him  about  the  guy  who  was  on 
the  patio  that  night,  Laura." 

She  proceeded  to  tell  me  the 
exact  same  story  I had  heard 
previously.  "Anyway,"  she  concluded 
"they  took  him  away,  hopefully  to  a 
loony  bin . " 

The  three  of  us  chatted  on  other 
subjects  over  milk  and  cookies. 
Somehow,  Laura  managed  to  eat, 
drink,  talk,  and  give  herself  a 
manicure  at  the  same  time. 
Suddenly,  she  exclaimed,  "Ouch!" 

"What  happened?"  I asked. 

She  answered  me  with  her  Bela 
Lugosi  accent.  "It’z  nothing.  I just 
prrricked  myself."  She  sucked  on  her 
finger  for  a moment.  "Ze  blood  iz  ze 
life,  you  know." 

When  I went  to  bed,  I found  it 
hard  to  sleep. 

In  the  dead  of  the  night,  I heard 
heavy  breathing  coming  from  under 

my  bed.  I could  barely  hear  it  over 
the  rain  and  thunder  and  lightning 
outside.  But  I could  hear  it,  and  I 
looked  over  the  side  of  my  bed  to  see 
what  it  was.  The  room  was  dark 
except  for  a small  amount  of  light 

coming  in  through  the  window.  I 

saw  a figure  crawl  out  from  under  my 
bed  and  stand  up.  I was  too 

frightened  to  scream.  The  figure  bent 
over  me.  There  was  a flash  of 

lightning.  In  the  moment-ary  light,  I 
could  see  that  he  was  holding  a knife 
which  he  brought  down  towards  my 

rapidly  rising  and  falling 

chest 

I awoke  with  a start. 


36 


Darkness 


Beyond  the  bonds  of  Light 
There  lies  a place 
Where  no  morning  star  shines 
In  the  midnight  sky, 

And  there  is  no  dawn  to  be  seen 
On  a distant  horizon. 


There  lies  a place 
Where  fears  do  not  die, 
And  a candle's  fiery  glow 
Means  nothing. 


There  lies  a place 
Where  magic  is 

only  illusion  in  the  eyes 
of  the  young, 
and  the  foolish  dreams 
of  the  old, 

And  the  sands  of  Time 

No  longer  run 

In  an  empty  hourglass. 


There  lies  a place 
Where  Silence  rules 
But  for  the  faint  echoes  of 
forgotten  memories  and 
lost  souls . . . 

And  shadows  wander 
Through  the  lonely  mists. 


Alba  d'lnverno 


Ti  accucci 
stamattina 
sulla  marciapiedi 
al lacciando 
le  stringhe 
da  scarpe 

tutt. ' a un  tratto 
capisci  che 

un  cammino 
di  centocinquanta 
milioni 
chilometri 
e cortissimo 
se  hai  tempo. 

- Thomas  DeFreitas 

il  12  di  febbraio  '87 


Mist 

In  the  labyrinth  of  my  mind 
I wondered  among  distant  dreams 
Upon  the  wings  of  time  sat  I 
As  I flew  toward  enchanting  memories. 

I greet  this  mist  of  memories  with  a smile 
As  visions  of  Summer  days  drift  before  me. 

The  world  is  new,  untamed  and  primeva] 
Everything  is  fresh  and  green. 

I dance  with  the  waves, 

And  soar  with  the  gulls. 

I float  with  the  clouds, 

And  dream  with  the  stars. 

For  the  moon  and  the  sun 
Are  my  brother  and  sister. 

They  watch  over  me  as  I run 
With  the  wild  waters. 

When  the  shadows  fall 

I slip  into  peaceful  slumber  on  the  cool  sand. 
The  moonbeams  are  my  blankets. 

I am  clothed  in  freedom 
And  nourished  with  belief. 

Now,  I must  return  to  reality 

And  realize  that  my  body  is  still  enclosed 

In  these  cruel,  cold  walls. 

Yet,  my  soul  still  runs  free, 

Singing  forever  the  ballad  of  youth. 

- Rosalie  R.  O'Brien 
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Term  Paper  Blues* 


I've  got  a paper  due 
Du-op,  du-op 
It's  due  next  week 

Du-op,  du-op 

That's  in  seven  days  and  my  situation  looks 
oh  so  bleak 
Du-op,  du-op  * 

Oooh  oooooh  yeah 
It  really  isn't  fair 


How  the  other  classes 
Du-op,  du-op 

Working  not  so  fast 

Du-op,  du-op 

Get  to  finish  their  papers  in  April  and 
still  pass 
Du-op,  du-op 

Oooh  oooooh  weee 

Can  someone  please  help  me 

I have  to  start 

Yeah,  yeah 

And  start  it  soon 

Yeah,  yeah 

But  instead  of  typing  my  paper  I'm  doing 
this  crazy  tuu-u-une. 

Yeah 

Oooh  oooooh  ooow 
I'm  in  trouble  now 

I don't  wanna  start 
No , no 

On  this  wretched  task 
No , no 


Just  one  more  week  is  all  I 
aaa-aaa-ask 


Oooh  oooooh  oooooh 
What  am  I gonna  do . . . 

Just  sit  at  home... 

and  do  the  ter-er-erm  paper  blues... 
the  term  paper  blues... 

the  term  paper  bluuuues 

(fade) 


*please  set  to  your  own  music 


- Cecilia  Wu 
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